INTRODUCING   GANESS

The Hindus hold that it is connected by a submarine channel with Mother
Ganges. It is believed that if a man does the Cavadee pilgrimage to
Grand Bassin for five consecutive years he will go to Paradise without
any question when he dies.

It must not be thought that all my time was given up to enquiries of
this kind or to attending weddings and chasses and the other pleasant
functions of Mauritian life. I had, in fact, heavier office work than I had
met before. During my last year or so I acted as Colonial Secretary, and
at one time, from January 1932 to about July of the same year, I generally
did about fourteen hours work a day. The financial depression had hit
Mauritius hard and a financial commission came out. The work of reorgan-
ization consequent on its report, and the preparation of the budget, fell
mostly on me under the direction of die Governor, Sir Wilfrid Jackson.
He was a kind chief and very considerate to me, or it would have been much
harder than it was. Actually I enjoyed it. I motored down to my office
from Vacoas where we were living and was generally there before nine. I
stayed there till at least five, and often till eight in the evening, working
with candles round my desk, for there was no precedent for such times
and no electricity. I drove home and after dinner used to work till two,
three or four in the morning with D. heroically adding up figures, taking
down dictation or typewriting. At one o'clock mid-day I went up to a top
room of the pleasant old French Government House and had lunch. The
room in which I had it had been La Bourdonnais* bedroom and his great
four-poster was still there. Sometimes after lunch I would gaze for a few
minutes over the burnt grass slopes of the mountains which hemmed in
Port Louis, and wondered if we should ever see the brown sands of Arabia.
*             *             *

The trio of D., Zaidi and I was increased to a quartet on my second
tour in Mauritius, for Ganess joined us. Since the death of 'Uthman, the
hero of the omelette, I had not had a cook as faithful as Zaidi had been
a servant until ^Ganess came. Cooks came and went in a mixed procession
of age, race, temperament and skill. Some stayed only a week or two,
others even a year, but none had personalities that impressed themselves
on my memory. To me a cook is not ordinarily such a reality as a personal
servant. I gave up visiting my kitchen when I found the cook filleting a
fish on the floor. As the food always tasted perfectly good I saw his
successors only when they wanted money for market and I checked up their
books, and at the end^of the month when they wanted their pay. Qthetf-
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